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head of tide-water on Hamilton Estuary, was the end of our canoe
journey. Rigolet may mean nothing to the average citizen of the
United States or Canada, but wherever there is a Hudson's Bay
post it has its fame. Years ago a young man named Donald Smith,
the local factor, showed his enterprise by walking from Rigolet to
Montreal in the dead of winter to carry some important informa-
tion to his headquarters. This brought him to the attention of his
superior officers. Eventually, as Lord Strathcona, he was for many
years High Commissioner of the Hudson's Bay Company.

From Rigolet a company steamer took us around to Battle
Harbour to wait for the passenger boat going to Quebec and
Montreal. There we had three days to wait. One morning I strolled
down the main street of Battle Harbour to its terminus upon a lime-
stone reef jutting out into the sea. There to my dumbfounded gaze
spread out an area of crystalling limestone two hundred feet square
that was all rippled with that raised, wave-like recurring structure
so characteristic of fossil algae. I had looked for algae over eight
hundred hard miles in the interior of Labrador, only to find them
in a place I could have visited by excursion steamer.

I rushed back for some tool with which to dig out a specimen,
but all I could find was a pickaxe. It made no impression on the
glazed, surf-washed limestone of the reef, which needed a sledge-
hammer and chisel. The best I could do was take some careful
photographs to prove my discovery.

My affection for the West had gradually centred upon two
objects: the Grand Canyon and Death Valley; but, if anything, I
loved Death Valley the better. Deserts had grown upon me with
the years. I was always discovering new beauties in them. I never
tired of the gaudy sunrises and sunsets of Death Valley or of study-
ing its inconspicuous but teeming life, each species a triumph of
adaptation. There is something about the monotony of a desert that
suggests the polar wastes.

After returning from Labrador, I made my usual yearly pilgrim-
age to Grand Canyon to gather more fossils, and then spent the
month of December, including Christmas, in Death Valley, stop-
ping at Furnace Creek Inn. About ten miles out from the inn on
one of the trails was the two-room wooden shack of a queer desert
couple, a sort of Jack Spratt and his wife. No matter how hot the